Pass the threshold of that edifice, and the strife ceases; there you may learn, if the outer world has not taught it, how the science of medicine is not dissociated from the Graces; how the hours gleaned from the labour and trouble of active life may be rendered a means of throwing a halo and a charm over our every-day existence; how harmony and spiritual beauty may be traced in the very weariness of our work, in the restless and unceasing toil which is our lot. It is well for the man who can find such horce subsecivce as have fallen to the share of Dr. John Brown; and the next best thing to filling out a spare hour in the most profitable manner yourself, is to accept the guidance of another who can show you how to do it. Indeed, whether or not you possess the amulet by which you may ward off dullheartedness or heaviness of spirits, you will equally well bestow the time requisite for the perusal of the Ilorce Subsecivce, for you will find in it how to appreciate the great ones of the past, you will see how much of poetry can be extracted from even the records of a hospital, you will be shown how there is good in all things, if man but knows the process by which it may be extracted. "We have no knowledge of the author, but if we may paraphrase Pempire cest moi, into the "book is the writer," and argue the character of the man from the style of his book, we should pass encomiums upon the qualities of his head and heart which are altogether foreign to the duties of a critic. We merely allude to this mode of interpretation in order to convey the impressions we have received from the Horce Subsecivce. Dr. John Brown presents us with a genial book?a book full of thought, and of that kindly appreciation of the virtues and intellectual characteristics of others which elevates and warms the heart; while treating earnestly of serious and profound things, he thinks with Horace, " Dulce est desipcre in loco," and appears to act upon the principle laid down by Autolycus: " A merry heart goes all the day, Your sad tires in a mile-a !" "Let me tell my young doctor friends," he says, in a preface which is as good as any of the set pieces, the overture which conveys the leading ideas to be elaborated in the opera,? a rambling excursion" now and then is more invigorating and refreshing than the formal promenade. The former often brings you to unexpected and startling scenes ; there is a charm in the surprise and in the prospect of adventure, which the latter cannot afford. We can only take a glimpse here and there at the regions through which the excursionist conducts us. " Were wc for our own and our readers' satisfaction and entertainment, or for some higher and better end, about to go through a course of reading on the foundation of general morals, in order to deduce from them a code of professional ethics, to set ourselves to discover the root, and to ascend up from it to the timber, the leaves, the fruit, and the flowers?we would not confine ourselves to a stinted browsing in the ample and ancient field; we would, in right of our construction, be omnivorous, trusting to a stout mastication, a strong digestion, an eclectic and rigorous chylopoietic staff of appropriators and scavengers, to our making something of everything. We would not despise good olcl Plutarch's morals, or anybody else's, because we know chemistry and many other things better than he did ; nor would we be ashamed to confess that our best morality and our deepest philosophy of the nature and origin of human duty, of moral good and evil, was summed up in the golden rules of childhood?'Love thy neighbour as thyself.'" After planning an ideal journey through the realms of mind, which it would be well for us all to take, a warning is put in, which it equally behoves the traveller to act upon 
